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HURRAH  FOR  A SOLDIER’S  LIFE! 


QH,  beat  the  drum,  the  rattling  drum,  and  blow 
the  piercing  fife, 

And  to  their  stirring  music  shout, 

“ Hurrah  for  a soldier’s  life !” : 
To  stand  unmoved  where  bullets  fly 
as  thick  as  falling  hail ; 

To  meet  the  foeman’s  fiercest  charge 
with  heart  that  does  not  quail ; 
To  face  all  dangers  fearlessly, 

and  battle  for  the  right, 
Caring  not  for  wound  nor 
hurt,  but  only  to 
win  the  fight ! 
Who  would  not  be 
a soldier-boy  in 
uniform  of  blue : 
Defender  of  his  country’s 
flag ; to  duty  ever  true  ? 
So  beat  the  drum,  the  rattling 
drum,  and  blow 

the  piercing  fife ; 
And  to  their  stirring  music 
shout,  “ Hurrah  for 

a soldier’s  life.” 
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A DASHING  YOUNG  ROUGH  RIDER. 


THE  SOLDIERS  COME! 


UB-A-DUB-DUB ! The  soldiers 
come, 

With  sword,  and  banner, 
and  rattling  drum ; 
th  feet  that  tramp, 
and  heels 
that  stamp, 
march  in  line 
from  the 
nursery  camp; 
stiff  and  straight, 
with  a 

rum-tiddy-um, 
<4 . ' . The  soldiers  come ! 


Rub-a-dub-dub!  With  stripe  and  star 
Their  beautiful  banner  shines  afar; 

Their  bright  eyes  flash  with  courage  rash ; 
Their  General  struts  in  a scarlet  sash; 

Oh,  bold  and  brave,  with  a proud  brum,  brum, 
The  soldiers  come ! 


Rub-a-dub-dub!  In  tones  severe  . 

The  General  utters  his  orders  clear. 

They  march,  they  wheel,  they  run,  they  kneel, 
With  ring  of  pewter  and  clash  of  steel, 

They  aim,  they  fire — look  out!  Bum,  bum! 

The  soldiers  come! 

Rub-a-dub-dub!  The  foeman  bold 
Prepared  to  attack  them  they 
behold. 

Who  cares  for  that?  With  a 
paper  hat, 

A stick,  and  a pan, 
and  a 

rat  - tat  - tat, ^ 

In  battle  array, 

sword,  banner,,,  , 
and  drum. 

The  soldiers  come 


GEORGE  DRILLING  HIS  DOG,  ROVER 


GIVING  ROVER  HIS  RATION 


DRILLING  THE  AWKWARD  SQUAD. 


^TTENTION  Company!  You  must  learn  your  drill; 

You  are  good  recruits,  but  awkward  still, 

Shoulder  Arms!  Now,  Number  One, 

That’s  not  the  way  to  hold  your  gun ! 

You’re  quite  surpassed  by  Number  Two, 

Though  he’s  a younger  recruit  than  you. 


Present  Arms!  Why,  Number  Three, 

Such  a blunder  from  you  I’m  shocked  to  see 
Attention  again;  dress  up  on  the  right! 

Now  you  present  a handsomer  sight. 
Shoulder  Arms ! Right  About  Face ! 


Oh,  dear,  I fear  you’re  a hopeless  case! 
Can’t  you  tell  right  from  left,  Number  Two? 
Now  try  to  remember  next  time,  do. 

Forward  March ! Step  bold  and  free, 

And  walk  erect  and  straight  like  me. 


Left  Wheel!  Well  done! 

You’re  improving  fast, 
And  will  do  me  credit, 

I hope,  at  last. 

Now  Halt,  and  I the 
way  will  show, 

To  advance  in  open 
order  on  the  foe. 

I think  when  they 
feel  our 

deadly  fire, 

They’ll  quickly 
make  up  their 
minds  to  retire. 


ON  PICKET  DUTY 


“WHO  GOES  THERE? 


“FLING  OUT  TO  THE  BREEZE  THE  FAIREST  OP'  BANNERS!" 


A YOUNG  NAVAL  HERO. 


A DRUMHEAD  COURT-MARTIAL. 


QHARLIE  and  Fred  were  so  fond  of  playing  soldiers  that 
they  were  at  it  nearly  all  the  time.  After  they  had 
fought  skirmishes,  battles,  and  sieges  without  number,  they 
began  to  wish  they  could  think  of  some  new  soldier  game. 

Charlie  read  one  day  about  how  spies  are  treated  when 
caught,  and  he  thought  it  would  be  fine  fun  to  catch  one, 
and  hold  a Drumhead  Court-Martial,  and  sentence 
and  execute  the  spy.  He  and  Fred  persuaded  their 
little  sister,  Bess,  to  be  the  spy,  and  tied  her  hands, 
and  marched  her  off  to  trial.  The  trial 
was  very  solemn,,  and  the  sentence 
of  the  Court  was 
that  the  spy  should 
be  shot.  The  spy  had 
kept  very  cheerful 
up  to  this  point,  but 
when  the  boys  got 
ready  to  carry  out 
the  sentence,  she 
became  scaped 
and  be 

The  boys  had  to 
let  her  off,  but  they  told  her  that  she  had  not  the  stuff 
in  her  that  heroes  are  made  of. 


